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Sacred Heart Statue 


This statue, ornate in appearance, has a receptacle at the base for 
a Vigil Light Glass, which makes it convenient and attractive for home 
devotions. One Statue (13 inches in height), one Ruby Glass, and one 
dozen Vigil Lights will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of $2.50 


WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO., Inc. 


162 N. Franklin Street, Chicago, Il. 


LAPIDAR 


An excellent, non-poisonous remedy for purifying the blood and toning up the system. 
LAPIDAR is not an ordinary patent medicine. It is composed of leaves, flowers and 
herbs, gathered from the mountains of Switzerland. LAPIDAR is compounded by 
Rev. Father Kuenzle of St. Gall, Switzerland, the best authority on Swiss Alpine herbs, 
whose books are in official use in many schools in Switzerland. LAPIDAR acts favor- 
ably in cases of gout, skin diseases, abscesses, stiffness of the limbs, faulty circulation, 
etc. It has a very beneficial effect especially on the stomach, kidneys and lungs. Rev. 
Father Kuenzle has the recommendation of the Holy Father as an herbalist. Price of 
regular Lapidar $2.50 per box. Persons afflicted with high blood pressure, gout, or 
stomach troubles or weak heart and nerves or liver troubles, inquire for SPECIAL 
LAPIDAR mentioning nature of ailment. Price $2.85 per box. We also cannot highly 
enough recommend our table tea, Messenger of the Alps, to be used as a daily bever- 
age. Price: large box 95 cents, plus postage. 


Agents wanted Address: Lapidar Co., Chino, California 








Every Catholic Should Use a Missal 


We are glad to announce a beautiful English-Latin Missal 
for 60 cents. 526 pages. 60 pictures. Bound in flexible cloth. 
(Keratol) Round corners with red edges. Rubrics printed in 
red. 100 pages of popular devotions. Confession and Com- 
munion prayers. 

Please add 6 cents in stamps for postage. 

6 dimes can easily be sent in a 3 cent envelope. 
Teachers: You owe it to your class to order a copy on approval. 
Special discount to schools. We have interesting teaching material 
to tell you about. 


Address: Catechetical Guild, 541 University Ave., St. Paul, Minn. 





TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


Printed and published monthly in English and in German by the 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri, under a 
Benedictine Father. 

Subscription Price, per year, $1.00 Foreign countries, $1.25. 

Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office 
at Clyde, Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1897. Ac- 
ceptance for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in section 
1103, Act of October 3, 1917, Authorized July 17, 1918. 


Your Christmas Gifts— Free 


by securing new subscriptions for 


Tabernacle and Purgatory 


ANY find difficulty in buying Christmas 
cards, because of curtailed incomes. 
Would you like to secure them FREE? 
Two new subscriptions will entitle 
you to twelve cards; one subscription 
to six cards. 





Statues 


A six-inch ivorite statue of either the Sacred 
Heart, Blessed Virgin, St. Joseph, St. Anthony, Little 
Flower — for two new subscriptions. 


A statue of St. Jude: 6 inches in height for 
3 new subscriptions; 8 inches, for 7 subscriptions; 
12 inches, for 12 subscriptions. 


A statue of the Infant of Prague, of composition: 
7% inches in height for 5 new subscriptions; 12 inches 
in height for 10 subscriptions. 


Crucifixes 


v Nickel bound crucifixes: 5 inch 
Rosaries size for 2 new subscriptions; 6 inch 


Cocoa beads: 18 inches, for size for 3 subscriptions; 7 inch 


EF ae ° size for 4 subscriptions; 10 inch 
3 new subscriptions; 21 inches size for 6 subscriptions. Ebony 


with 2 inch cross for 5 subscrip- crucifix with beveled edge for 
tions. 5 new subscriptions. 





Devotional Sacred Heart Shield of French gray metal—for 2 new 
A rti cl es subscriptions. 

Onyx Placque of either the Sacred Heart or the Blessed 
Virgin for 3 new subscriptions — both for 6 new 
subscriptions. 

Onyx Placque in a larger size with the representation of 
Our Savior — for 6 new subscriptions. 





Helpful Books 


Life of Rev. Father Lukas, O.S.B., for 3 new subscriptions — attrac- 
tive binding. 

Spirit of the First Friday—cloth bound for 3 new subscriptions; 
imitation leather for 5 new subscriptions. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





‘uoReAles [euss}2 0} Buryoea} 
SHH Aq way pea [jm pue 
‘aneiB spy Jo auangut ajjuab ayy 
Aq suojssed juajora Jay} anpqns 
J] ‘usu jo sjieay snorjeq 
-a1 24} ajyeanded [Im yerssayy 
ay) ‘wsoy sty} Buyumssy {pty 
a3] 8 ueyy swosuImM saI0UI 
aq ued yey, *(drysBury ayj jo 
‘aejaig) aoeed pue 20] 
‘aonsn{ jo wopBury e ‘ase16 
pue ssauyoy jo wophuy e 
aj] pue yynzy jo wopBhury e, aq 
0} st wopBury asoym ‘yerssapyy 
ay} jO JWaape ay} Aq pajdaya 
aq 0} UOHeUJOJsueTy 94} ainby 
Ul s}>Ipesd snyy jaydoid >ueIs 
“SaVJ 24], “(2 ‘9 ‘Ix seresy) xo 
ay} ay] MeNs yea [Teys uo ayy 
pue :1ayjab0} jsaz jeys sauo 
BunoAd say} :paay ypeys reaq ay) 
pue jje> ayy, ‘wey) peay jjeys 
PITY? 2193] & pue ‘1ayj}2B0} apiqe 
jreys daays ay} pue voy ay) pue 
Je) OG - PP] 2G) TIA UMOp i] 
(feys psedoay ay} pue :quiey; ay} 
Ps Peap Peys Jom syh1,, 


Weyl Pee] 1124S 
PIHYD eT V., 














ET NOMEN VIRGINIS MARIA, Lucsst. 











Tabernacle and Purgatory 





A monthly periodical devoted to the Most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation of 
the Poor Souls. Price $1.00; Canada, $1.25. Published with the approval of Most Rev. 
Charles Hubert LeBlond, Bishop of St. Joseph, and the Blessing of Pope Pius XI. 





Vol. 31 December, 1935 No. 8 





Prepare His Way! 





DVENT! Like a heaven-sent message of peace, this 
ge word resounds in the Christian soul! And truly it 
should be a message of peace, for it is the harbinger 
of the Prince of Peace, who descends to earth to bring 
this heavenly treasure to “men of good will.” Advent 
is a quiet, solemn, holy time—a time of preparation 
for the coming of our Divine Savior at Christmas, of preparation for 
His spiritual re-birth in our souls through grace. Though it partakes 
of the penitential spirit of Lent, its underlying spirit is joy and ex- 
pectation, ardent longing for Him who is to redeem the world from 
the slavery of sin. 

To be imbued with the true spirit of Advent, we need but open 
the missal or the breviary at the Masses or Office of this holy season, 
and immediately our soul will be penetrated with the longing and 
sighing for the Redeemer which animates the Church during this holy 
season. With “tears and sighs” she awaits the coming of the Promised 
One. She borrows from the prophets of old the inspired outbursts 
of their longing and intertwines with them her own fervent petitions. 
Even the very melodies of the Advent liturgy express the desolation, 
the pleading which this tender Mother voices in behalf of her children. 
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With true maternal love, the Church petitions from the Father in heaven 
what she knows is needed by her children, who themselves cannot 
fully realize their need; just as an earthly mother understands and 
provides for the needs of her babes whose own helplessness makes 
them incapable of knowing or providing what is necessary for 
themselves. 

Rorate coeli desuper, et nubes pluant Justum! What more touch- 
ing than this appeal, this burning sigh, which the Church so often 
places on our lips and in our hearts during this blessed season of 
waiting! — “Drop down dew, ye heavens, from above, and let the 
clouds rain the Just. Let the earth be opened and bud forth a Savior.” 
For ages, succeeding generations have repeated it as an echo of the 
longing desire that preceded the coming of the Messiah. We can 
picture the Prophet Isaias, with eyes and hands raised heavenward, 
uttering this cry from the depths of his soul. Well does he know 
that only from heaven can a redeemer come to relieve the distress of 
the earth; that the Savior may not be a mere human being like the 
rest of men, for a man who is himself bowed beneath the yoke of 
guilt cannot lift the burden of guilt from the world. 


The Gift of Heaven and Earth 


The Savior must come from heaven; He must be God, for only 
a God can save the human race from eternal ruin. And yet, since it 
is man who has sinned, man must offer atonement; for man has a 
body which he can offer as a sacrifice, blood which he can shed for 
the remission of sin. The Savior must therefore be God and man, 
because only as man can he suffer and die, and only as God can his 
suffering and death have an infinite value. Heaven must supply His 
Divinity; the earth, his humanity. With reason, therefore, does the 
prophet call upon both heaven and earth: “Drop down dew, ye heavens, 
from above, and let the clouds rain the Just; let the earth be opened 
and bud forth a Savior” (Isaias xlv. 8). 

Rorate! This Advent-prayer of the Prophet has become the Advent- 
prayer of all times, echoing from age to age with pathetic urgency. In 
the twilight of winter mornings, the church bells invite to the Rorate 
Mass, and no Advent hymn swells so loudly as that which expresses the 
deep longing of all Christendom: “Rorate ceeli desuper, et nubes pluant 
Justum.” But why should this prayer still be uttered by our genera- 
tion? Was it not fulfilled long ago when the Second Person of the 
Godhead became man? Did not heaven long since open in grace, 
when on the feast of the Annunciation the Holy Ghost overshadowed 
the Virgin, and the Word descended as mysteriously as the dew on 
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a summer’s night? Did not the earth long ago clothe Him with flesh 
and blood in the bosom of the spotless Virgin Mary? Why, then, 
do we still sigh and pray: Rorate! 

The Savior has indeed come into the world; but He must come 
to each new generation, to each individual person. He must come 
also to us and to our time. We, too, and our time, have dire need 
of the Savior. Sin and misery of every kind abound now just as they 
did before the coming of Christ, because “He came unto His own 
and His own received Him not” (John i. 11). And though our Savior 
has dwelt for so long a time in the world under the sacramental veils, 
how many there are to whom the Baptist might address the reproach 
he addressed to the ancient Jews: “There hath stood one in the midst 
of you, whom you know not” (John i. 26). Have we ourselves per- 
haps also merited this reproach by ous want of appreciation of the 
Divine Presence in our tabernacles, by neglecting to assist as frequently 
as possible at Holy Mass, the true renewal of our Redemption, or by 
failing to offer Jesus our hearts as a Bethlehem where He may find 
shelter from the coldness of the world? 


Not Prayer Only, but Preparation 


Our Holy Mother, the Church, does not content herself, therefore, 
with merely calling upon heaven to send the Redeemer; she mingles 
with her sighs and prayers a thousand salutary admonitions to her 
children to prepare their hearts for His coming. She strives to awaken 
in us a desire for the graces of Redemption and to move us to true 
penance for our sins, which are the one great obstacle in the path 
of the Savior’s advent. She places before us the Precursor of the 
Savior, the very impersonation of the spirit of Advent, who with serious 
mien cries out: “Prepare ye the way of the Lord, make straight His 
paths” (Matt. iii. 3). She admonishes us, by the lips of St. Paul, 
“It is now the hour for us to rise from sleep... let us walk honestly, 
as in the day; not in rioting and drunkenness, not in chambering and 
impurities, not in contention and envy; but put ye on the Lord Jesus 
Christ” (Epistle, First Sunday of Advent). 

These words had a special significance for the newly. converted 
Christians to whom they were first addressed; but for us, too, they are 
full of meaning. They are an exhortation for us to arise from our 
sleep of slothfulness in the performance of good works and indifference 
to the affairs of our soul; they urge us to cast off our sinful habits, 
which are the works of darkness, and put on the armor of light, the 
spiritual arms of faith, virtue and grace, to combat our threefold 
enemy, the world, the flesh and the devil; they exhort us to think, speak 
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and act in imitation of our Lord Jesus Christ, and thus to adorn our- 
selves with the precious garment of virtue. 

The beginning of a new year is always a time of new resolutions. 
Let us then, at the beginning of this new ecclesiastical year, resolve 
to make the advent of the Savior apparent in our person by living 
in accordance with His teachings and principles and not according to 
the pagan principles which are so widespread in the world today. Let 
us resolve to make fruitful in our lives the wonderful graces of our 
Redemption by assisting often and devoutly at Holy Mass, by fre- 
quently receiving the Sacraments, and by often visiting our dear Lord, 
for love of us imprisoned in the tabernacle. Then our whole life 
will be an advent-preparation for the coming of our Savior at the end 
of time as our Judge, and a pledge of admittance into His everlasting 
kingdom. . 





*‘Attollite Portas!’’—‘‘Lift Up Your Gates!”’ 





VEN as the brightness of day gradually overspreads the 
sky, increasing from dim twilight to the full glory of 
noon, so the longing and expectation of the Church 
have increased in vehemence during the succeeding 
weeks of Advent, until on Christmas Eve she seems 
scarcely able to contain her joy at the nearness of the 
Savior. Both in the Mass and in the Office there is a jubilant repetition 
of the promise: Today you shall know that the Lord will come and save 
us; and in the morning you shall see His glory! Each succeeding 

antiphon, each prayer of the Mass, is a new expression of the joy and 
blessing which the morrow is to bring. 

The Offertory presents the inspiring picture of the Prince of Peace 
waiting at the celestial gates to be admitted into the realms of His 
creation: “Lift up your gates, O ye princes, and be ye lifted up, O 
eternal gates: and the King of Glory shall enter in” (Ps. xxiii. 7). 
The inspiring psalm from which this verse is borrowed, was, according 
to commentators, composed to celebrate the triumphal return of the 
Ark of the Covenant to the Holy City after the Israelites were released 
from the Babylonian captivity. Parts of the psalm are used also in 
the Mass and Office during the Advent season, to which it lends itself 
very significantly, as we shall see later. 


The Triumphal Entry into Sion 


In olden times, when a prince drew near the fortifications of his 
castle, his heralds would cry out to the guards on the battlement to 
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open and admit their lord; that he might dwell among them and dis- 
pense his blessings. So, too, when the Lord of the City of Sion, the 
eternal and true Prince of the theocratic kingdom of Israel (figured 
in the Ark of the Covenant) approached the gates of the Holy City, 
His servants, the Levites, sang out in majestic chorus which made the 
very air tremble: “Arise, ye princes,” — arise, ye men of rank to whom 
the guardianship of this city is entrusted! Ye Levites who hold the 
honorable office of tent-guards, “Lift up your gates!” And you, time- 
honored gates, which bear witness to Melchisedech’s glorious days and 
promise eternal duration, — ye ancient gates, symbols of the eternal, 
indestructible gates of the mystical Jerusalem—the Church and 
heaven — “be ye lifted up,” that He may enter in who is infinite 
Greatness, the Most High, the King of Glory. 

Scarcely had this call resounded when, as was customary among 
guards, the question was raised from within: “Who is this King of 
Glory?” (Ps. xxiii. 8.) And from without came the exultant response: 
“The Lord who is strong and mighty, the Lord mighty in battle” 
(Ibid.), to whom is due the fame of all victory that has ever been 
obtained. As often as He was with us in battle, as often as His holy 
ark shone above us in the strife, He vanquished the enemy and gave 
the victory to our arms and our flag. Be enlarged, therefore, ye prince- 
ly guards, make of your portals and your “eternal gates” triumphal 
arches. Arise, that our King, the fame-crowned God of Israel, may 
enter in in a worthy manner. 


“Who,” once more arose the cry from within, “who is this King 
of Glory” so highly praised by you? And once more, embracing the 
full majesty of the Godhead, the choirs from without replied: “The 
Lord of Hosts, He is the King of Glory,” the commander not only of 
all earthly troops, but also of the starry hosts gleaming in the heavens 
and the brilliant choirs of angels,—the glorious Creator, the Lord 
and King of heaven and earth! 


The Uncreated Word Enters Creation 


The time of types and figures is drawing to a close. From the 
abode of heavenly blessing, the bosom of the Father, the co-equal Son 
is about to descend into the “castle” which the Holy Ghost has prepared 
and adorned for Him, — the bosom of the Virgin Mary. He comes into 
His own, for His is “the earth and the fulness thereof” (Ps. xxiii. 1). 
From among the celestial bodies whirling through space, He has from 
all eternity chosen the earth and prepared it for His reception. At 
a sign of His almighty will, the hills lifted their -rests from out the 
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oceans and from the abyss of waters the dry land came forth which 
was once to be the theatre of His heavenly doctrines, His nocturnal 
prayers, His glorious transfiguration and His death upon the Cross. 
With what joy and exultation must not the entrance of the Uncreated 
Word into the created royal tent of His holy humanity have been 
acclaimed in heaven! One choir of angels must have cried out to 
another: “Lift up, ye princes of heaven, life up your eternal gates,” 
that He whose name is “God the Mighty,” “Prince of Peace” (Isaias 
ix. 6) may enter into His creation. 

And when, the hour having struck wherein, clad in the armor of 
His sacred humanity, He entered visibly into His kingdom, in the city 
of David, the heavens must once more have rejoiced and the celestial 
choirs exulted: “Ye gates” of creation, “be opened!” Let the Lord 
of Hosts enter in triumph! A Child is born to us, a Child who is 
“the King of Glory,” the Giver of graces and blessings. Honor and 
glory to Him in the highest, and peace on earth to men of good will! 
Behold, a stable is His palace, swathing bands His royal mantle, tears 
His diadem, frail childhood His power, and the smile of His coun- 
tenance the charm of His sovereignty. As He, the royal Child and 
the sweet Bread of Heaven for souls, lies in the crib overshadowed by 
the cherubim, He is the true Manna prefigured by that which the ark 
of the covenant enclosed in a golden urn. 





Our Cover Design 


The theme “Lift up your gates, O ye princes” has inspired the cover 
design of our December issue. The King of Heaven is about to pass through 
the eternal gates into the realm of time, as the Savior of the human race. Through 
the gates of His eternal kingdom, lifted up for His going forth by adoring angels 
singing their glad Gloria in excelsis, — from eternity, where from the beginning 
He “was with God and was God’ — He goes forth to enter the tiny world of 
His creation; He “by whom all things were made and without whom was made 
nothing that was made,” enters for the first time as man into the world. We 
can see the brightness of His glory streaming forth as the angel-guards lift up 
the age-old gates of paradise, closed since Adam's hapless fall. Below, with 
eyes and hands upraised in pleading expectation, are the prophets of the Old 
Law who have foretold the advent of the Messiah and the character of His 
reign. They typify the whole human race, sighing to be delivered from the 
yoke of sin. The hills recall the title “Desire of the everlasting hills” applied 
to the promised Redeemer by the patriarch Jacob (Gen. xlix. 26) and now in- 
corporated in the Litany of the Sacred Heart. Mrystically, the patriarchs and 
prophets are called “Everlasting hills,” by reason of the eminence of their 
wisdom and holiness. But the hills also typify all creation in general, which 
for four thousand years awaited the coming of the Savior. 
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The Blossom from the Root of Jesse 





rod out of the root of Jesse, and a flower shall rise up out of his 

root. And the spirit of the Lord shall rest upon Him; the spirit 
of wisdom and of understanding, the spirit of counsel and of fortitude, 
the spirit of knowledge and of godliness. And He shall be filled with 
the spirit of the fear of the Lord” (Isaias xi. 1-3).— Thus did Isaias 
foretell the coming of the Savior. In figurative 
language, he then described the reign of peace 
which would be inaugurated by the coming of the 
long-promised Messiah, that peace which reigns in 
the hearts and minds of men of good will. 

How much is contained in the sublime words 
of this prophecy! The rod, the flower which springs 
therefrom; the Spirit who descends upon the flower; 
the seven gifts of this Spirit; the restoration of 
security and peace in the hearts of men; the uni- 
versal brotherhood in the kingdom of the Messiah. 
St. Jerome says that this rod from the root of Jesse 
is the Virgin Mary, and the flower is our Savior, 
who says of Himself in the Canticle of Canticles: 
“T am the flower of the field and the lily of the 
valleys” (Cant. ii. 1). All Christian generations 
have heartily praised this wondrous branch and its 
Divine blossom, In the Middle Ages, the rod of 
Jesse adorned the portals of cathedrals, sparkled 
in stained glass windows, and was delicately em- 
broidered in sacred linens and vestments. 

St. Bernard, commenting on this passage, says: 
“The Son of the Virgin is the flower, a white and 
purple flower, chosen among thousands; a flower, 
the sight of which rejoices the angels; whose per- 
fume restores life to the dead; a flower of the 
field, not a flower of the garden; for the flower of 
the field springs forth of itself, without human 
care, without tending and cultivating. Thus did 
the chaste bosom of the Virgin, like an ever ver- 
dant meadow, bring forth the Divine Flower, whose 
beauty never fades, whose glory never pales. O 
Virgin! Sublime rod! To what heights hast thou 
grown! Thou dost attain even unto Him who sits 
upon the throne, unto the Lord of Majesty. And 
who should be surprised at this, for the root of thy 
humility extends deep into the bosom of the earth. O heavenly plant, 
most precious and holy of all! O thou true tree of life, who alone 
wast worthy to bear the Fruit of salvation!” 

And what shall we say of the Holy Spirit and His gifts, which 
descend upon the Messiah only that through Him they may be extended 
to us? For He Himself does not need them; it is we alone who have 


*Jesse was the father of David, one of the royal ancestors of our Savior. 


| acorn virga de radice Jesse* ...— There shall come forth a 
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need of Wisdom and Understanding, Counsel and Fortitude, Knowledge, 
Piety and Fear of the Lord. Let us urgently appeal to this Divine 
Spirit, through whom Jesus Christ was conceived in the bosom of the 
Blessed Virgin Mary and assumed human nature; let us implore Him 
to form Jesus also in our hearts. And let us rejoice at the wonderful 
tidings of joy, peace and love which the Prophet announces to us from 
the holy hill. For so many centuries the world has been groaning 
beneath the yoke of Satan, longing for peace; now at last it is to come 
to those who will accept it. Sin has distorted everything; grace will 
again repair all. A feeble Child shall be the pledge of universal 
brotherhood. 

Come then, O Messiah, and restore to the world its original har- 
mony; but remember that this harmony is disturbed, above all, in the 
heart of man. Oh, heal this heart! Possess this Jerusalem, this un- 
worthy object of Thy love! Too long has it been a captive in Babylon; 
lead it back from the foreign land. Restore again its temple, and may 
the glory of this second temple outshine the first by serving Thee as 
a dwelling, no longer figuratively, but in very truth. 





Ave, Immaculata! 





F, DURING this holy season of Advent, our thoughts and devotions 
| center about the joyful mystery of the Incarnation of the Son of 

God, they turn naturally also to her in whom this sublime mystery 
was accomplished — the Blessed Mother of God. Only one feast of 
high rank is celebrated by the Church during this solemn time — the 
feast of the Immaculate Conception. Before the Sun in its brilliant 
splendor rises on Christmas morning, we greet the beaming dawn, the 
Mother of the Savior, who in her conception was preserved from every 
stain of original sin and endowed with the fulness of Divine grace. 

In the Office of the feast we read of the fall of man and the first 
joyful promise of the coming Redeemer, which, like a bright, consoling 
star, illuminated the dark night of universal ruin. Mother and Son 
are indissolubly united; in the power of her Divine Son, Mary will 
crush the head of the infernal serpent. 

Therefore, during Advent the faithful children of God will also 
offer to the Mother of God their special love and veneration, convinced 
that by the hand of the Mother they will most safely be led to her 
Divine Child. They will pray the “Hail Mary,” the “Angelus” and 
the joyful Rosary with greater fervor, and frequently assist at the 
Rorate Mass, which gives special honor to the Virgin-Mother. With 
Mary, the most pure Mother, they will await the coming of the Lord 
in silence and recollection, in contemplation and consideration of the 
mystery of the Incarnation, in longing and fervent desire for the 
Redeemer. 


CHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOCHOHOHOHOHOHOHCHOHOHOHCHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHOH OHO 


A Blessed Christmas to All Our 


Dear Readers 





Day Rarys divine Child 
Bless you this Christmaslite 
and guide you through the 
Pew Gear 
























———— 
bead tire * 
fr) HRISTUS na- tus est no-bis! 
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Ve -ni-te 


Reflections at the Crib 





ETHLEHEM is wrapped in sleep. No sound breaks the stillness 

save the barking of watch dogs and the call of shepherds who 

are keeping the night watches over their flocks. The stars seem 
to gleam with unusual brilliancy... But hark! from afar is wafted 
the music of angelic song — a melody sweeter far than any earth has 
ever heard. The hearts of the shepherds beat fast with fear, but fear 
gives place to joy as the angelic messengers descend to announce the 
glad tidings of the Savior’s birth. As they hasten over the hills to “see 
this word which is come to pass,” let us in spirit accompany them and. 
enter with them into the lowly cave which harbors the new-born King. 
With them let us prostrate ourselves before the humble crib and con- 
template the mystery of Divine love which it enfolds in the form of 
a ‘tiny, helpless Babe. 

This little Child is true God. Beneath this lowliness and this mean 
appearance is concealed the full glory of the Divinity; under this 
feebleness lies the strength of the Omnipotent; under this silence 
dwells the Eternal Word and the wisdom of the Father; in this little 
Child, weeping and shivering with cold, we behold the joy of the angels 
and of all the blessed, and in this little creature, the Creator of the 
universe! 

Faith 

O sublime mystery of condescending love! Let us gaze, not upon 
the frail little form nor upon His miserable surroundings, but, with 
the eye of faith, penetrate the depths of the mystery and discover there 
the Divinity resplendent with glory, though enveloped with the cloud 
of the sacred humanity. With St. Thomas we shall be forced to ex- 
claim: “Dominus meus et Deus meus — My Lord and my God!” 
(John xx. 28.) — Yes, this little Child is truly my Lord and my God. 
This Child who weeps is my joy and my beatitude; this Child so poor 
and destitute of necessary things is all my treasure; this Child so 


tender and feeble is all my strength; this Child so humiliated and 
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abased is my sovereign glory; this Child who utters not a word is my 
master and my wisdom; this Child of a day is my Eternal Creator! 
O Jesus, little Child and great God! I adore and honor Thee in union 
with Thy Blessed Mother Mary and St. Joseph, and with the angels 
who surround Thy manger throne. As the angels adore Thee in heaven 
in the bosom of Thy Father and on the throne of Thy glory, so do I 
offer Thee, in Thy Mother’s arms and in the crib, the profound homage 
of my adoration and my love. 

As we kneel at the crib, what mysteries reveal themselves to our 
wondering gaze! There we behold the Eternal as a babe new-born, 
the Immense reduced to limits, the Impassible suffering, the Immortal 
subject to death, the Rich needy, Joy weeping, Beatitude miserable, 
Speech dumb, Light unillumined, Authority submissive, Wisdom taught, 
Power supported, and God, before whose Majesty seraphim and cheru- 
bim are but atoms, lying in a manger upon straw between two beasts! 
Contemplating the Babe in the manger, St. Bernard exclaims: “Who 
will not admire, and who can sufficiently admire, a thing so admirable 
and strange? God Eternal, the Son of the Most High, begotten before 
all ages, is born a little Child!” 

Gratitude 

Gazing at the Divine Babe, do we realize what gratitude we owe 
our Lord for having come down to earth for our sake and placed 
Himself as we see Him in the stable? He said of Himself: “I came 
forth from the Father and am come into the world” (John xvi. 28). 
He left the bosom of the Father, the splendor of glory, majesty adored 
by angels, the state of infinite beatitude— and came to a stable, a 
manger, poverty, contempt and misery! If a king should come from 
the ends of the earth to visit us, would we not consider ourselves under 
obligations to thank him? And if in coming he had suffered very 
much, would we not feel ourselves under still greater obligation? 
And if he came to deliver us from the most serious evils, and to bestow 
upon us all sorts of favors, would we not deem ourselves inhuman 
if we were not overwhelmed with gratitude? Oh, what sentiments of 
gratitude ought we then to have toward our Lord! What thanksgiving 
we should offer Him, since He is far more exalted than any king, He 
comes in order to deliver us from our evils and to enrich us with 
blessings that are incomparably more precious than those any earthly 
king could bestow! 


Love 


The sight of the Babe in the manger cannot but inflame our 
hearts with ardent love for so good a God. Knowing that man would 
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have difficulty in loving Him so long as He remained invisible and 
insensible, He made Himself visible and sensible in the most lovable 
and charming manner by becoming man like unto us. He became like 
unto us in order to make us like unto Himself; He assumed our human 
nature in order to make us partakers of the Divine; He became a 
child of man in order to make us children of God, to lead us to the 
knowledge of God, to restore in us the image of God and to unite 
us most intimately with God. He came to share our misery in order 
that we might one day share His eternal happiness. He came to live 
for us that we might be saved from eternal death; He came to die for 
us, that we might attain to everlasting life. O excess of Divine love! 
Can our hearts remain cold when reflecting upon such prodigality of 
love? Shall we not be constrained to cry out in a transport of love: 
O my dearest Redeemer! From the abyss of my nothingness I adore 
Thee, with my whole soul, with a heart all aglow with love. What 
return can I make Thee for the love Thou hast shown toward me? 
Henceforth I will live only in love and gratitude toward Thee. My 
life, my deeds, shall prove, dear Lord, that I truly love Thee. My 
heart shall be all inflamed with love of Thee, who art so good and 
so loving a God! 


The Sacred Host — Our Bethlehem 


Ah, well might the shepherds have rejoiced as they returned from 
the crib, “glorifying and praising God for all the things they had 
heard and seen” (Luke ii. 20). And we — what reasons have not we 
to praise and glorify God, for our Emmanuel reveals Himself to us 
in an even greater condescension of love. Concealed under the veils 
of the Sacred Host, He remains ever in our midst, daily renewing the 
mystery of our Redemption, daily offering Himself for our spiritual 
nourishment, daily inviting us to come and visit Him in His tabernacle 
crib. O miracle of the wisdom and goodness of God! O Jesus, 
small in appearance as a lovely infant; smaller still under the veils 
of the Most Holy Sacrament! Yet nowhere does Thy greatness reveal 
itself more clearly than in these holy mysteries. O lowly Host, sacred 
veil which Love has chosen! How sweet it is, in contemplating Thee, 
to know that He whom Thou dost hide, He whom Thou dost as it 
were annihilate, is He whom the Virgin Mary cradled in Bethlehem’s 
lowly manger. 





NOTICE: We gratefully acknowledge the receipt of a donation of 

$200 from a benefactor in Ohio whose letter was signed 
N.N. May our dear Lord reward a thousandfold this generous gift, 
offered for His pure love! 
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The Christ Child’s Gift 





The inhabitants of the beautiful hill country groaned under the 

yoke of oppressors, who deprived them not only of their free 
system of government, their customs and usages, but also of their 
very name. Above all, their cherished religious exercises were for- 
bidden. Those bishops who did not obey the orders of the new govern- 
ment were deposed and banished from the country, and a vicar-general 
chosen by the government officials was stationed at Trent. The priests 
who remained loyal to their bishops were persecuted and imprisoned, 
and their places filled by priests who adhered to the new government. 
The faithful Christians were admonished not to receive the sacraments 
from these priests, not to hear their sermons nor to assist at their 
Masses, and not to accept any spiritual assistance from them. To the 
rightful priests who were in hiding, the lawful bishops gave per- 
mission to celebrate Holy Mass twice a day, in cellars, caves, in the 
forest, and even at midnight; they were also given permission to use 
glass or tin vessels for Holy Mass during the time of the religious 
persecution. 


TT? year 1808 was indeed a difficult one for the people of Tyrol. 


In Search of Her Son 


It was two days before Christmas, in the year mentioned above, 
when an aged woman, dressed in the Tyrolese costume, toiled painfully 
up one of the mountains. Mother Meier lived alone in a little house 
in the small village at the foot of the mountains. Her only son, 
Francis, had been the assistant priest at Naturns, but he had been 
forced to flee into hiding during the religious disturbance. His mother 
did not know his whereabouts, but had just received news that her 
priestly son had been captured and put into prison at Innsbruck. 
Her heart filled with anxiety for her son, she determined to go at 
once to Innsbruck, where she hoped to find him and console him. 

The rays of the setting sun had already thrown a rosy and golden 
hue on the dark forest, and the valleys below were wrapped in shadow 
when the little woman turned her steps up the mountain path. The 
air was sharp and piercing, and the mirror-like. snow which covered 
the mountain slopes creaked at every step. Before good Mother Meier 
had progressed far on her journey, she felt a leaden heaviness and 
weariness in all her limbs, and a peculiar dizziness in her head. In 
vain did she look for a farmhouse in which to seek shelter. She 
struggled on, but her slight strength was soon exhausted, and she 
sank into the snow unconscious. Later, some workmen found her 
there, numb and almost lifeless, and carried her to a farmhouse not 
far distant. Her face, hands and feet had become frozen. The good 
people put her to bed and did all they could to revive her, but only 
after several hours did life come back into her frozen members. 

All through the long night that followed, good Mother Meier was 
delirious, with a high fever, which in the morning seemed still more 
violent. It was the forenoon of the vigil of Christmas. During a 
few moments of consciousness, Mrs. Smith, the farmer’s wife, asked 
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her where she lived. ‘In Meran,’’ answered the sick woman; “I 
wanted to go to Innsbruck, to my boy... The French have imprisoned 
him... He is the only one I have in this world, and now I shall 
never see him again...O my Francis!’”’ Then she again became de- 
lirious. Toward noon she once more regained consciousness, and Mrs. 
Smith asked whether she had much pain. “Oh, I could endure all,” 
she replied bravely, “if only I could see my boy once more... He is 
such a dear, good boy and my heart aches for him.” Mrs. Smith 
tried to reassure her, and in order to ease her pain, tied a warm cloth 
about her head, whereupon Mother Meier again became quiet. 


A Memorable Christmas Eve 


Some hours later the family were preparing a Christmas crib in 
the large living room. Though they tried to be very quiet, good 
Mother Meier awoke and said softly: “This is Christmas Eve; you 
are putting up a crib... The Christ Child will come... I am so 
happy... He will surely come, will He not?’ Mrs. Smith, guessing 
her meaning, told her it would be impossible to have Holy Mass, since 
there was no priest in the neighborhood, and that they could not go 
to church, but would have to celebrate Christmas at home. “The 
Christ Child not coming!’ exclaimed the poor sick woman in dis- 
appointment; “Christmas and no Christ Child! ...I shall pray... the 
Christ Child must come! .I have been awaiting Him with such longing.” 

When evening came, the dear old lady was bright and fully con- 
scious of all that went on around her; she no longer had any pain, 
but was very weak. Suddenly she startled Mrs. Smith by saying: “I 
shall die tonight.’’— “You die tonight!’’ exclaimed Mrs. Smith, “you 
surely do not think of that!” 

“Yes, I feel it... and I am thinking of my boy, Francis... and 
wondering how he is...If only I could receive our dear Lord, and see 
my boy once more!”’ 

“Good Mother, that will be hard because there is no priest far 
or near,” sighed Mrs, Smith. Just then Mr. Smith entered the room 
and his wife informed him of Mrs. Meier’s longing. ‘It will be dif- 
ficult to get a priest,” he said, “‘but I shall go down and ask the sexton 
whether he knows of a priest in the neighborhood.” He returned 
about an hour later, saying that the sexton knew of none, and as there 
were many spies in the immediate vicinity, he could not expose the 
priests to danger. 

“Then, alas! I have to die forsaken!’ exclaimed Mrs. Meier, “O 
my son, my Francis! ... Oh, if only I could receive our dear Lord once 
more on this earth! .. Christmas night and the Christ Child not com- 
ing!” For several hours, she could think or speak of nothing else. 

After supper, the family gathered in the large living room to begin 
their devotions in honor of the Christ Child’s coming. The candles 
were lit at the crib, and their brightness and glimmer brought to the 
minds of these pious people the mysteries of the first Christmas Eve, 
filling their hearts with a sweet, radiant joy. They prayed three 
Rosaries before the crib, after which Mrs. Smith brought out the New 
Testament and started to read aloud the Gospel of the feast: “At 
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that time: there went out a decree from Caesar Augustus, that the 
whole world should be enrolled...’ Suddenly the stillness of the room 
was broken by a loud knock at the window. Mr. Smith went out 
quickly, and soon returned accompanied by a man wearing a long, 
gray mantle, his youthful face half concealed by a thick, bushy beard. 

“Praised be Jesus Christ!’’ said the stranger, and all answered, 
“Forever, Amen!”’ He then threw back his mantle and in surprise all 
arose quickly as they saw that he was a priest. 

“This is the home of the Smith family, is it not?” asked the 
priest. ‘‘Someone informed me that there is a sick woman here.” 

They told him of good Mother Meier: how she had tried to cross 
the mountains from Meran to Innsbruck to see her son, a priest, who 
had been put into prison there, and how they had found her half-dead 
along the roadside. Mrs. Smith led him to the bedside of good Mother 
Meier, who was overjoyed that a priest had come. She took his 
right hand and with her trembling hands pressed it to her lips. ‘God 
reward you a thousand times,’’ she said. ‘‘You will bring me our dear 
Lord, will you not?” ‘“‘Yes, indeed!” the priest said kindly, “I shall 
say Holy Mass in this very room. I have all the necessary things with 
me except a glass for a chalice.” 

The Christ Child Comes 

At a sign from the priest, all left the room while he heard the 
confession of the sick woman. Then they prepared a small altar near 
the crib, adorned it with candles and artificial flowers and placed a 
Crucifix in the center. Meanwhile the priest put on his vestments, 
which he had carried under his large mantle, arranged the altar and 
the vessels, and then commenced the celebration of the Adorable 
Sacrifice amid these humble surroundings. He was served by a mem- 
ber of the household. In the solemn silence, deeply touched and full 
of interior joy, the family knelt around the altar. To them it seemed 
as if they were the shepherds kneeling at the crib of the Infant Savior 
in Bethlehem on the first Holy Night; they almost believed that they 
must hear the angels singing, for the King of heaven was about to 
come down into their lowly dwelling. At the Consecration, all were 
so deeply moved that they shed tears of joy. After the Elevation they 
sang a Christmas hymn with great devotion. At the Communion, the 
priest administered holy Viaticum to good Mother Meier: ‘“Accipe, 
soror, viaticum corporis Domini nostri Jesu Christi, qui custodiat te 
ab hoste maligno et perducat in vitam aeternam — Receive, O sister, 
the Viaticum of the Body of our Lord Jesus Christ; may He protect 
thee from the wicked enemy and lead thee to eternal life!’’ In blissful 
rapture, Mrs. Meier received her Divine Guest and then whispered soft- 
ly: ‘“‘God be praised! God be praised! Now He is with me, the holy 
Christ Child!” 

When Holy Mass was ended, the priest proceeded to administer 
Extreme Unction to the sick woman. For the anointing, the scarf which 
was wrapped about her head had to be removed, so that the priest for 
the first time had a full view of her face. He gazed at her intently for 
a moment, and began to tremble violently. When he had finished the 
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sacred function, he once more asked the good people of the house to 
leave the room. This time they had to remain out a long time. The 
priest sat down by the bedside, took the hands of the sick woman 
firmly in his, and with difficulty concealing his emotion, he said: ‘“‘How 


are you, little Mother?”’ ‘‘Well, very well!’’ she said, “for our dear 
Lord has come to me... But, Reverend Father, you seem so familiar 
to me... your voice... your face is strange, but your voice... surely 


I have heard you speak before.”’ 

“You see, a beard will grow in a hurry and that changes the looks 
of one,’”’ answered the priest, wiping away a tear. ‘“‘Oh,” said Mother 
Meier, ‘‘you had to let it grow. You are also one of those poor priests 
in hiding. I have a son a priest, perhaps you know him — his name 
is Francis Meier; he was assistant priest at Naturns, but now they 
have put him in prison at Innsbruck.” ; 

“Who says that?’’ asked the priest in surprise. ‘“‘The people at 
home told me so,’”’ she answered. ‘“‘Then I began to worry about him, 
fearing that they would kill him, so I made up my mind to go to 
Innsbruck to look for him, but fell exhausted along the way.” 

“‘What the people told you is not true,’”’ said the priest. “Your 
son is not in prison; he is free.’’ 

‘““My boy is not a prisoner? You know him? How is he?’”’ 

“Yes, I know him intimately; he is quite well.” 

“Oh, I thank you!” replied the good, old lady. “Now I shall 
gladly die... I know I shall never see my boy again on this earth... 
but I beg of you to tell him of my love and that I thought of him 
to the very last... Tell him to pray much for me that I may not have 
to suffer long in the next world.” 


The Eternal Christmas 


The priest could no longer contain himself; he embraced the little 
woman and said: ‘“‘Mother, do you really not know me? I am your 
boy, Francis!’’ For a moment she gazed at him dazedly; then, her 
face radiant with joy, she exclaimed: My boy himself has brought me 
the Christ Child — and the Christ Child my boy — may God be 
praised!’’ This unexpected and sudden joy exhausted her little remain- 
ing strength, and the angel of death now hovered near. The priest 
opened the door of the room, and bade the people come in. Then, 
praying and blessing her, he guided the soul of his beloved mother into 
the joys of an everlasting Christmas. When her soul had departed, 
he told them that he had given the last sacraments to his own mother. 

The priest remained there with his mother all night, praying fer- 
vently for the repose of her soul. When he was forced to depart 
early in the morning, his face wore a look of deep peace mingled with 
silent grief. Having confided his mother’s soul into the tender embrace 
of the Christ Child, his own soul was strengthened and he praised the 
tender Infant who had with so much love drawn him to the bedside 
of his dying mother. For him, the little house on the mountain-side 
would always remain a hallowed spot, the blessed abode where he had 
given the Christ Child to his mother, and his mother’s soul into the 
loving Christ Child’s embrace. 

















A Living Pageant of Living Faith 


NGRAVEN in the memory of those who were privileged to witness it 
E is the inspiring pageant of the living monstrance in the stadium of 

Cleveland, Ohio at the closing of the 7th National Eucharistic Congress 
in September. This beautiful tableau was formed by the grouping of prelates 
and priests in their colorful vestments, uniformed societies and white-robed 
children, each group so arranged as to form a certain part of the monstrance. 
Thousands of fragrant and vividly colored blossoms, yielding their loveliness to 
the glory of their Creator, added to the beauty of the scene. 

Beautiful as was this picture in external appearance, its interior significance 
was still more beautiful. It was a symbol of the union of all the faithful, from 
the Holy Father, represented by his Legate, to the smallest child, with Jesus 
and in Jesus in the Holy Eucharist, and of the exposition of His Eucharistic 
life in their lives, each becoming as it were a living ostensorium, manifesting to 
the world the God of Love whose sacramental presence is the center of Catholic 
life. May we all be “living monstrances’” by exemplifying in our lives the 
grace-giving, sanctifying influence of the Blessed Eucharist! 
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The Sufferings of the Poor Souls 


ss \ N SEPTEMBER 25, 1724, Mother Susanne Marie de 
vg \ Villery, of the Order of the Visitation, died in Lyons, 








France. This fervent religious had practiced great 
charity toward the poor souls, and was occasionally 
favored with apparitions of souls who revealed to her 
their state in the life beyond. * The following inci- 
dents are drawn from her life: — 

“One day at prayer,” writes Mother Susanne, “I was surprised 
by the presence of our Sister M. Gabriel, who had died eighteen years 
previously. I hesitated to speak to her through a natural fear of the 
extraordinary, but our Lord made known to me that I might speak, 
because such visitations from the poor souls are permitted only when 
it is in accordance with the will of God. 

“Sister M. Gabriel told me of the great debt she owed to God for 
having withdrawn her from a religious house where the discipline was 
lax, to make her a daughter of the Visitation. “This protection of 
God,’ she said, ‘produced in my heart an inconceivable love for His 
sovereign goodness, because as a daughter of the Visitation, I belonged 
singularly to Jesus Christ, who gave me His Mother to be my mother. 
These graces, with that of granting me a true sorrow for my sins, are 
the cause of my happiness. 

“*The soul in purgatory,’ she continued, ‘feels the two extremes 
which Jesus Christ experienced on the Cross. It experiences at the 
same time the consolation of all blessings and the bitterness of all 
sorrows. So it is with my soul — it is ever in union with God, and 
for this favor it is filled with deepest gratitude, but from another 
cause it suffers the most cruel torments!’ + 

“But,” I said to her, “during all these years have you never asked 
that we might pray for you? 

“*At the moment the soul is separated from the body,’ she re- 
sponded, ‘it feels for God a love so pure, a dependence so perfect, 
that it is incapable of reflecting on self; however, this attention to God 
does not prevent it from feeling intense pain. The fire which serves 





*REMARK — We here wish to remark, that private revelations, ac- 
cording to the decrees of Pope Urban VIII in the year 1634 and 1641, 
in so far as the Church has not decided upon them, claim only human 
credence. 

+The doctrine which associates the co-existence of enjoyment with 
most bitter pains in the souls in purgatory has been admitted by 
Leibnitz in his ‘‘Systeme Theologique’”’ as well as by St. Catherine of 
Genoa in her treatise on Purgatory. 
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as an instrument of Divine Justice has the power to act with different 
degrees of intensity and cleanses the soul from the slightest stain in 
such a way that there is not a fault which has not its distinct pain.’ 

“I objected that according to general belief some souls have 
appeared to ask for prayers and it would seem probable that they 
desired to be delivered. 

“When it pleases God,’ she answered, ‘to give them this relief, 
they receive an inspiration which makes them act according to the 
Divine will, without any reflection on themselves.’ 

“I asked her if the Blessed Virgin visited them in purgatory, 
and if the poor souls often implored the protection of this Mother 
of Love. 

“She replied, ‘The Blessed Virgin visits the poor souls often, and 
those whom God wishes to deliver by her intercession receive the 
inspiration to implore her help; but those who are destined to remain 
in purgatory have no other desire than to see those souls relieved who 
are ready to be delivered, and they experience as much joy as if they 
themselves were delivered. In their turn, the purified souls render them 
the same charitable offices. The poor souls are also frequently visited 
by the angels.’ 

“Upon my asking if the souls know each other in purgatory, she 
said, ‘Yes; and in the measure that their sufferings purify them, their 
knowledge of God and the Blessed Virgin increases. Each soul has 
her particular canticle, which is the subject of her eternal song of 
praise, and this is no other than the different effects of mercy which 
God has exercised in her regard.’ 

“After this conversation, the blessed soul of Sister M. Gabriel 
went to unite herself eternally with God.” 

Another suffering soul by whom Mother Susanne had the grace 
to be visited during her meditation gave the following instructions: — 

“In purgatory the sufferings effect in us what grace aided by 
our free will should have done during our life on earth, with this 
difference, however, that they cannot give us the degree of glory which 
we have lost by our cowardice, and that is why the suffering is so 
sharp and painful. If people understood the pains of purgatory, they 
would strive much more earnestly to relieve the poor souls detained 
therein, and they would also work more fervently to serve God whilst 
they have time. The greatest sufferings on earth cannot be compared 
with the slightest pain in purgatory. One instant in this place of 
torment appears longer than ten years on earth, because of the ardent 
desire the soul has to unite herself to God. The sufferings, however, 
diminish in the measure that the soul becomes purified.” 








246 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


Do You Know the Church? 


Concluded 


Fallacy of Private Interpretation 


OOK about you in the realm of religion today. Everywhere you 
3 see dozens and dozens of Protestant denominations and sects. 

They cannot agree among themselves about the most funda- 
mental doctrines of Christianity. What is their fundamental principle? 
Any well-informed Protestant will tell you it is the Bible, and that 
self-interpreted. With no central authority to decide upon its doubtful 
and obscure passages, no one has any right to dictate to them what 
any scriptural text may, or may not mean. Each individual must 
read and think it out for himself, and draw his own conclusions. 
With them no pope, no church is infallible. It is this pernicious 
principle that has set up church after church and sect after sect. 
It is this principle that teaches one that Christ is Divine, that is, true 
God and true man, and another that Christ is not Divine, but only 
human. And strangely enough, both will defend their contentions 
by the Bible. 

The idea of private interpretation was a thing unheard of before 
the religious revolution of the sixteenth century. If this same principle 
were applied to the laws and constitution of a country it would spell 
anarchy and ruin. We would rather be out of that country! 

If the enemies of the Catholic Church could find one vulnerable 
spot in the armor of infallibility, the Catholic Church would be as 
changeful and unstable as any human organization, and very like unto 
the many sects and denominations we see around us in the world today. 

But there are other arguments against the “Bible only’’ rule of 
faith. Historically, we know for certain that the Bible has never been 
the way to learn Jesus Christ and His Divine doctrine, because the 
Bible could not, at any period, have been accessible to all Christians. 
As we have seen, the Christian religion had been spread, and flourished 
before the books of the New Testament were written. And even after 
they had been written, there were millions of Christians who lived and 
died without so much as having seen a complete collection of its several 
parts, much less the whole Bible. 

What guide, then, had these Christians of the first, second and 
third centuries, a period of persecution so violent that only the omni- 

potent God could make them withstand it? 
The Voice of the Church Certainly not the Bible! Yet this was the 
the Infallible Authority den age of Christianity, when several mil- 
lions of every age, sex, and condition sealed their faith in Jesus Christ 
by a glorious martyrdom. They learned, as Christ and His apostles 
declared all Christians must learn, not from a book they did not have, 
but from the voice of that Divine and infallible authority Christ com- 
manded all men to hear (Luke x. 16; Matt. xviii. 17). 

Or again, from the fourth to the fifteenth century, how utterly 
impossible to supply every Christian with a copy of the Bible! Books, 
in the modern sense of the word, did not exist before the invention of 
printing in 1440. The labor of writing them was so great, they were 
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very expensive, and only the very wealthy could afford a book of any 
kind. During that long period the Bible had to be copied out by hand 
and though hand-written copies were multiplied, their cost put them 
beyond the great mass of the people. They were chiefly in the hands 
of the clergy and the learned. 

Even today many are too poor to have a Bible. What countless 
multitudes of Christians, then, down through all these nineteen cen- 
turies, have had no Bible! — And what about those who could not read 
or understand it if they had a Bible? What of the illiterate of our 
own and other times? For even if the Bible were at all times accessible 
to all, how many millions there are, and always have been, in every 
age and in every country, who are not accessible to the Bible, because 
they cannot read! In actual practice then, the Bible never has been 
and never can be, a universal guide to the knowledge of Christ and His 
Divine doctrine. Hence, the theory of private interpretation must 
always be untenable. 

Before leaving this subject, we must take notice of a question 
often asked; namely, are Catholics allowed to read the Bible? Most 
certainly they are, and not only allowed to read it, but urged to do 
so. But as the heretics of every age, and es- 


Br: pena pecially since the appearance of Protestantism in 
owed to Read 1. sixteenth century, have always sought to de- 
the Bible? 


fend their errors by perverting the sacred text, 
therefore the Church is bound to protect and warn her children against 
erroneous translations which are often designedly offered to the ignorant. 

Hence the Church does not permit the people in general to read 
Protestant Bibles, because they contain many errors and false doctrines 
regarding even the most fundamental truths of Christianity. However, 
educated Catholics who for controversial purposes wish to read the 
Protestant Bible, may do so with the permission of their bishop. Aside 
from this restriction, the Church does allow and encourage the use 
of the Bible in editions that are duly authorized and accompanied by 
explanatory notes. With this precaution, the Church has never, at 
any time, been opposed to the devout reading of the Sacred Scripture; 
and she desires most earnestly that all, even the laity, should know it 
and meditate upon it. The New Testament, especially the four Gospels, 
is best suited for this purpose. 

The official prayer of the Church, commonly called the Divine 
Office, which all the clergy are bound to recite, and which requires 
from one to two hours every day of the year, is taken almost ex- 
clusively from the Bible. The same is true of the Mass, the highest 
act of worship that can be offered to God; and that the faithful may 
the more fully enter into the spirit. of this sacrifice, she provides 
missals having the Latin and vernacular of the sacred rite, arranged 
in parallel columns. 

So anxious is the Church that her children should know and love 
Holy Scripture, that she makes it the duty of her priests to read and 
explain some of the most important parts of it. to the people every 
Sunday. The truth is, the Catholic Church makes more and better 
use of the Bible, and has done more to preserve and defend it than any 
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other denomination in the world, or even all of them together have 
ever done; so that many sincere Bible lovers, even outside her fold, 
have come to recognize her as its only rational and adequate defender.* 
End of Part I 
In Response to Numerous Requests 

on the part of our readers for Study Club material, a series of doctrinal 
articles especially suitable for Study Clubs will be commenced with 
the January issue of “Tabernacle and Purgatory.’’ The first of the 
series will be a development of the twelve articles of the Apostles’ 
Creed. Combined with supplementary reading furnished by our book- 
lets, we hope to make this an interesting and instructive course of 
lessons on the fundamental doctrines of our holy Faith. 





6. “The Religious Enjoys More Peace’’ 
Previous installments on the advantages of the religious life: — 


Feb. 1935 — St. Bernard’s Nine-point Program 

Mar. 1935 — ‘‘The Religious Lives with More Purity and Merit.’’ 
May 1935 — ‘‘The Religious Soul Falls More Rarely.’’ 

June 1935 — ‘‘The Religious Rises More Quickly.’’ 

Aug. 1935 — ‘‘The Religious Proceeds More Cautiously’’ 

Oct. 1935 — ‘‘The Religious is Filled with More Graces.’’ 





ERY appropriately, the next point of our vocational 
series brings us to a consideration of peace during this 
holy season so permeated with that heavenly peace 
which attended our Savior’s birth. The peace which 
the angels announced to “men of good will” is the 
precious gift which the Heavenly Father placed in the 
erib of His only-begotten Son as a reward for all who should offer 
Him a welcome in their hearts. How precious must this gift be, if 
an all-bountiful God chooses it in preference to all others! Precious 
it is, indeed, for without peace, as we have all experienced, no other 
blessing, no other benefit, can be enjoyed. Peace may be compared 
to that “pearl of great price” mentioned in the Gospel, for the posses- 
sion of which a man sold all his other goods. 

But what, first of all, is peace? It is a blessed enjoyment of calm- 
ness and tranquillity, of freedom from disturbance or agitation, of 

*This installment concludes booklet I entitled “Do You Know the Church?” 
which has appeared here in serial form. Its sequel, Part II, further develops 
the discussion of the Divine origin and mission of the Church by a clear and 
convincing treatise on the marks which distinguish the Catholic Church as 
the true Church founded by Christ. The infallibility of the Pope, a much- 
assailed article of Faith, is also treated in a way both enlightening and 
interesting. These booklets are excellent, not only for convert classes, but 
also for Catholics whose remembrance of Christian Doctrine has grown vague 


with the passing of years. Recommended especially for Study Clubs. Each 
booklet 5 cents; reduction for quantities. 
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amicable relations with others, and above all, of tranquillity of con- 
science. And where may we hope to find this precious “pearl”? Shall 
we look for it in the possession of an abundance of this world’s 
treasures? The experience of ages has furnished ample proof that the 
goods of this world cannot satisfy the cravings of the human heart. 
— Shall we look for it in dignities and honors, in praises and fame? 
No, for earthly dignities are attended with cares and anxieties, which 
increase in proportion to a person’s exaltation. Riches and honors 
are always a fertile source of fears, of troubles and of bitterness. — 
Shall we seek it in the enjoyment of pleasure? Again, no, for the 
pleasures of the world too often leave their devotees in a state of dis- 
content and bitterness, anguish and remorse. In all these things, pride 
and avarice, jealousy and ambition, exercise a cruel tyranny over mind 
and heart. 

Peace, true peace, “the peace of God which surpasseth all under- 
standing” (Phil. iv. 7), can be found only in God, who is its source. 
The happiness of paradise, we are told, consists in being freed from 
the cares and afflictions of the world, in a perfect union with God and 
the enjoyment of continual peace in God. All these blessings may be 
found in the earthly paradise of the religious life. The very solitude, 
silence and tranquillity of the cloister give to the soul that loves God 
a foretaste of the joys of heaven. A certain Jesuit saint, of noble 
descent, often declared that the peace which he enjoyed during a single 
moment in his cell was an abundant remuneration for the sacrifices 
he had made in quitting the world. 

“Find me, if you can,” says St. Alphonsus, “among those seculars 
on whom fortune has lavished her choicest gifts, or even among the 
first princesses or queens of earth, a soul more happy or content than 
a religious divested of every worldly affection, and intent only on 
pleasing God? She is not rendered unhappy by poverty, for she pre- 
ferred it before all the riches of the earth; she has voluntarily chosen 
it, and rejoices in its privations; nor by the mortification of the senses, 
for she entered religion to die to the world and to herself; nor by the 
restraints of obedience, for she knows that the renunciation of self- 
will is the most acceptable sacrifice she could offer to God... The 
enclosure is to her rather a source of consolation than of sorrow, be- 
cause it frees her from the cares and dangers of the world. To serve 
the community, to be treated with contempt, or to be afflicted with 
infirmities, does not trouble the tranquillity of her soul, because she 
knows that all these make her more dear to Jesus Christ... Oh! how 
happy and delightful is the state of a religious, whose heart is not 
divided, and who can say with St. Francis, ‘My God and my all.’” 
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A religious is freed from the necessity of following the fads and 
fashions of a capricious world, which are a prolific source of dis- 
traction and of disturbance of mind and heart. She is schooled to 
work purely for the love of God, aside from all selfish’ motives, and 
is therefore neither elated by success nor cast down by failure. Loud 
and agitated speaking, gossip and quarreling are banished from the 
cloister as being wholly inconsistent with the spiritual life. Having 
renounced her own will for the love of God, she finds pleasure in 
yielding to the wishes of others, and thus is safeguarded that spirit 
of concord so necessary to true happiness. Above all, she learns, by 
the practice of holy abandonment, to cast all her care upon Divine 
Providence and to trust with humble confidence in the fatherly care 
of God. This abandonment to God and His Divine will renders her 
mind serene and tranquil, dissipates the keenest anxieties, softens the 
bitterest pains, and fills the heart with a peace that is truly Divine. 
The abundant means of grace at her disposal and the practices of the 
religious life, fervently employed, give her the secure assurance that 
her soul is pleasing to God, and thus she enjoys that most precious 
peace of all, — tranquillity of heart. 

Many fervent souls have found true peace in a life devoted to the un- 
ceasing adoration of the Most Blessed Sacrament. Such is the privileged 
vocation to which the Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration have conse 
crated themselves. They are now rejoicing in the opening of a third convent, 
and are eager to extend their holy work so that many souls may be drawn to 
a more tender devotion toward this Mystery of Love. But to do this, many 
vocations are needed, and it is their fervent prayer that many young ladies may 
be drawn to this sublime calling. To young ladies interested in the life and 
work of the community, a copy of the “Angelic Service” will gladly be mailed 
on request, together with any other information desired. 

Address: Ven. Mother M. Dolorosa, Prioress. 

Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





Under the thin, white veils of the Sacred Host dwells the same 

Infant Savior whom Mary's pure hands cradled in the rough 
manger of Bethlehem. To make atonement to the Divine Infant for the cold 
He endured in the bleak stable, and for the coldness shown Him in the Blessed’ 
Sacrament, which He feels even more keenly, offer Him a lighted candle as 
your Christmas gift of glowing love. 

In our Adoration Sanctuaries at Clyde, Missouri, Mundelein, Mlinois and’ 
Tucson, Arizona, many candles burn constantly before the Most Blessed Sacra- 
ment exposed. For an alms of 50 cents, a large wax candle will be burned a 
day and a night for your intention; for $3.50, one week; and for $12.00, an 
entire month, in any of these sanctuaries. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri! 


; Your Christmas Gandle at the Jfostia~Grit 
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Little Lovers’ League 





May our Blessed Mother, Mary, 
lead each Little Hover to the 
nefu-born Savior, 
and may Be bless you and 
grant you the gift of Bis holy love! 








URING these blessed days in preparation for Christmas, we 
D know the hearts of our Little Lovers are beating high with 

expectation, are longing ardently for the coming of the Christ 
‘Child on the holy night of His Nativity. True to your beautiful title 
of Little Lovers, of Eucharistic Knights and Handmaids, you will 
gather with joy about the Eucharistic Crib of Jesus, the sacred Altar- 
Bethlehem whereon He will be born anew. We know you are prepar- 
ing a warm sanctuary in your hearts, that He will find them open wide 
to receive Him. And when He comes to you at Christmas, may He 
enrich your tabernacle-hearts with His choicest gifts and graces! May 
He make you true apostles of His love, that you may enkindle the 
flame of Eucharistic love in many hearts! We shall pray for all our 
little friends during the solemn services in our Adoration Chapels at 
Clyde and Mundelein, and in the new little Bethlehem at Tucson. 


PRACTICE: For our practice this month, let us go seeking hearts 
for the little Christ Child. And how can we go about seeking hearts? 
Ah, let us imitate the Little Flower of Jesus, who spent her short life 
doing nothing else — by each little sacrifice, by each act of obedience, 
and above all by the sweet practice of charity toward those around her, 
did she seek to win hearts for Jesus. We, too, can seek them in this 
way. Would it not make you happy to give Him as a birthday gift, 
some of the human hearts He longs for? Let us, then, make some 
little sacrifices each day, or try to be very obedient and charitable 
to those around us, offering each act in union with our dear Blessed 
Mother, to gain loving hearts for Jesus. 

Would you not like to make a little “Sacrifice Crib’ and put 
into it as many hearts as you make sacrifices, or acts of charity and 
obedience for love of Jesus? Then when the birthday of Jesus comes— 
the day we love to call Christmas — you can offer Him all those hearts, 
and you will know that your gift is very, very pleasing to Him. The 
pattern for the crib is on the last page; all you have to do is to make 
your little crib according to it, then place in the crib a heart made 
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from some nice red paper, for each of your loving acts of charity, 
obedience and sacrifice. If you wish, you may ornament the crib just 
as you like. Let us see how many hearts we can gain for Jesus! 


ASPIRATION: Dear little Jesus, Thou dost come to seek hearts, 
I give mine all to Thee. Each time it beats, I wish to make it an act 
of love to Thee. 


Little Joseph 
Continued 
Copyright 1935 





Starting to School 


ECAUSE of the dangerous crossing on the way to school, where 

B two little boys’ lives had been sacrificed to traffic, the two 
brothers, Felix and Ted, married to sisters, decided to build 
new homes in St. Paul’s parish, to insure safety for their children. 

On the first day of kindergarten, the mother of the twins took 
her two little treasures to the school-room and placed them in the 
Sister’s charge. Edward, as usual, was shy and quiet, but Joseph, 
frantic at the thought of separation, sobbed and clung to his mother, 
begging her not to leave him. The Sister, in an effort to comfort the 
child, took him in her arms and spoke soothingly to him. In his 
struggle to get back to his mother, Joseph accidently kicked Sister on 
the ankle. Realizing what he had done, he became quiet, looked up 
at her through his tears, and said contritely, in his baby brogue, 
“T’s so’wy!” 

As soon as the children were dismissed, Joseph hurried home. 
When he saw his mother he ran to her with outstretched arms, with 
a pitiful, glad cry from an overburdened little heart: “O Mamma!” 
and he hugged her with frantic haste, as though he felt he had nearly 
lost her. “You see, darling,” she consoled tenderly, “I am still here. . . 
Mother was waiting for her boys to come home!” In the afternoon 
Joseph was willing to go back to school, his mother going part of the 
way with him. His childish grief over being separated from her 
gradually abated as he became acquainted with the other children and 
he began thoroughly to enjoy playing games with them. 

In time he felt very much at home in the school-room. But his 
natural, light-hearted boyishness sometimes found the discipline of the 
class-room oppressive, and one day, as if intense pressure had suddenly 
given way, he startled the Sister and children by throwing up his arms 
in gay abandon, as his frolicsome spirit bubbled forth in a rousing 
cry of “Whoopee!” There was a ripple of laughter from the children. 
The atmosphere seemed charged with the challenge of that ringing 
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cheer. It was some time before the smiling Sister could bring quiet 
and order back to the room. 

When Joseph entered the first grade, his teacher noticed that he 
was markedly prayerful. While many of the children were out 
enjoying the recess period, Joseph would often be found kneeling 
before the Blessed Sacrament, his little head barely reaching the top 
of the Communion railing. At one time when the Sister requested 
the children to pray for a very sick person, Joseph made at least four 
visits each day, leading his twin brother and many other little boys 
to follow his example. At times, seeking to be as near our Lord as 
possible, he would kneel at the foot of the altar, his little head bowed 
devoutly, evidently repeating the Name of Jesus. 

In many instances, after school, the Sisters would ask him to 
say three Hail Marys for their intentions. He would turn back directly 
to say them before the Blessed Sacrament. One day, one of the Sisters, 
seeing him kneeling so devoutly before the altar, remarked to another 
Sister, “See! he is saying three Hail Marys for my intention!” “Oh, 
no!” the other smiled, “he is saying the three Hail Marys I asked him 
to say for me!” 

The Sister Principal sometimes requested Joseph’s teacher to send 
him to her on some pretext, just to have a chance to talk to him. 
When questioned about his lessons, he could not keep his mind centered 
on his book, but would be looking around at the holy pictures... 
“Poor little Joey,” the Sister exclaimed later, “how we all wished to 
see him... just to talk to him... to ask him questions.” 

In helping the children get ready for school, their mother, while 
brushing their hair, tying a tie, or looking after buttons, would prompt 
them in their daily prayers to the Blessed Virgin. “My Queen! My 
Mother! I give myself entirely to thee; and to show my devotion to 
thee, I consecrate to thee this day my eyes, my ears, my mouth, my 
heart, my whole being without reserve. Wherefore, good Mother, as 
I am thine own, keep me, guard me as thy property and possession.” 
Joseph would say it fervently, in a clear, loud voice that came from 
the very depths of his little heart. 

In close association with the children, and possessing the gift of 
making friends, Joseph was very much loved by them. When asked 
what he wished to be when he grew up, his answer would always be, 
“I want to be a Dominican priest, dressed in white, just like Sister.” 

One day during vacation, after their first school year, the twins 
were busily engaged cutting out pictures on the porch, when Joseph 
paused to voice his thoughts. land Edward! don’t you wish we was 
wich?” (meaning rich.) 
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“No, Joseph,” his brother replied thoughtfully, “I don’t want to 
be wich... God don’t love the wich... He loves the poor!” 

“Oh!” Joseph came back earnestly, “I don’t mean to be weal wich! 
I just mean to be wich enough, so we can give to Father and the Sisters — 
or anybody — so when I’d ask Mamma for money, she wouldn’t have to 
say she didn’t have any, an’ I’d have to wait till pay day.” 

Some time later, while an electric storm was brewing, a vivid 
flash of lightning caused Joseph to bless himself and exciaim nervously, 
“OQ Edward! Let’s pray!” His brother, looking up at the dark storm 
clouds, answered confidently: “Don’t be ’fraid Joseph! ... God takes 
care of the little birds of the air, an’ He'll take care of us!” 


His Sense of the Supernatural 


As the days passed, this tender, young life, like a growing bud 
slowly unfolding its pure delicate petals, revealed glimpses of rare 
beauty and simplicity of mind and soul, whose thoughts seemed con- 
tinually to turn to God. Joseph showed this in his interest and delight 
in sacred songs, in his love for holy pictures, in prayer, in the inclina- 
tion to grasp every opportunity to be with the pastor, or to render 
some service to the Sisters; all this meant to the child’s mind — God. 

One Sunday while the family were out driving, when Joseph was 
four years old, they passed a church of some Protestant denomination. 
Receiving an answer to his question that it was a church, he remarked 
thoughtfully, “Yes, it’s a church... but Jesus don’t live there!” 

Finding a robin on the sidewalk that had been killed by some 
thoughtless boy, his little heart was filled with sorrow. He took it 


to his mother. “Just look, Mamma!... Somebody killed one of 
God’s birds! ... and to think it is one of the birds that picked the 
thorns out of Christ’s head!” ... He had not forgotten the legend of 


why the robin is red-breasted. Instinctively, to give honor to God, 
he and his little sister Jeanne placed the dead bird with loving care 
in a small box which they had carefully lined with white, and com- 
pleted the arrangements for the funeral. Joseph told his sister he was 
going to play priest, but would not dress up because he would be seen 
by people passing on the street. After blessing the grave with water, 
he gravely said the Our Father and Hail Mary, then solemnly the bird 
was laid away among their mother’s flowers. 

The ashes distributed on Ash Wednesday as a symbol of penance, 
with the words: “Remember man, that dust thou art, and unto dust 
thou shalt return!” gave Joseph an odd inspiration. He put a grass- 
hopper into a bottle, telling his little cousin he wanted to “see if it 


297 


would turn to ashes”! 
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Joseph was strongly affected on hearing a sermon depicting the 
persecution which the Russian people and their children were under- 
going. As soon as he arrived home, he hurried to his mother, to 
unburden the load on his young heart. “OQ Mamma,” he begged, his 
face alight with pity, “won’t you please go to Father and see if you 
can get some of the poor little children from Russia?... We got a 
big house... an’ all my Aunties could each take a couple... O 
Mamma!... please do...” On being told that it would not be 
possible, he was greatly consoled when reminded that he could help 
them by praying for them. 

During the school term, at the noon hour, this little lad with 
the missionary spirit would gather the boys to go with him to make a 
visit to the Blessed Sacrament or during the month of November to 
pray the Stations of the Cross for the suffering souls. During vacation 
he did not neglect to make these visits. He would sometimes disappear 
(they lived but a short distance from the church), and upon his 
mother’s demanding to know where he had been, he would reply 
cheerfully, “Oh, I went to say ‘Hello’ to sweet Jesus!” — “To say 
hello.” Those simple words imply the close intimacy existing between 
this little lad and Jesus, patiently waiting in the tabernacle. Could 
we but know the heavenly joy and sweetness of these visits, the close 
association of the child’s heart with his Prisoner of Love —his Jesus 
in the tabernacle, and the poor souls in purgatory! 

When the evening shadows closed a long, busy day for little 
bodies now tired and eager to seek their rest, the mother, too, welcomed 
the reprieve from the cares and labors of the day. One evening after 
hearing the children’s prayers, giving them her blessing, and tenderly 
tucking them into bed, she resorted to mother-tactics, to create a lasting 
impression on their young minds... “Now Mamma can tuck you in 
bed,” speaking softly and drawing the cover closer, “she knows where 
you are... but when you are grown up and out in the world... and 
you should do anything wrong...think how it would worry me,... 
and hurt our Lord! ... Remember children, if I should die... I 
want you to remain true to your Faith... If you failed, and Mamma 
could know, how grieved I would be!” 

They all were much affected and stirred by the appeal. But 
little Joseph, true to character, got out of bed, and went to his 
mother, who had seated herself on the cedar chest at the foot of the 
bed. Throwing his arms around her neck, he hugged her tenderly. 
“You don’t need to cry Mamma!... You don’t never, never need 
to worry about me!” To be continued. 
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Christmas Gift Suggestions 





Rosaries 


(When remittance accompanies the order, rosaries will be blessed with 
the Bridgettine, Dominican, Crosier and Papal indulgences.) 


Medium oval cocoa beads on securely fastened silver-plated 


chain, with nickel-bound cross. Length 18 inches. ............ $1.00 
Large cocoa beads on strong steel chain; especially suitable for 
elderly people; 26 in. including cross. 75 





Special Hand-made Rosaries; Strong and Durable 


Imitation of precious stone beads on heavy sterling silver chain 
Colors: light blue, pink or green, also with sterling silver beads $4.00 





Same colored beads on lighter weight silver chain ............ 2.00 
Dark-reddish cocoa beads on heavy German silver chain, 2 in. 

nickel-bound cross. Length 20 inches. 1.25 
Rosary with beads of “Job’s Tears.” Length 24 inches; 2-inch 

nickel-bound cross. -90 





‘*‘Job’s Tears’’ are a pearly-gray capsul-shape seed of an Asiatic grass. 


Imitation stone beads on German silver chain; length 17 inches; 
Colors: amber, amethyst, garnet, sapphire, emerald, crystal. -90 





Crucifixes 
Hanging Crucifix, rosewood, brass inlaid, with bronze corpus. 

A truly worth-while gift. 12 in 2.00 
Real ebony Crucifix, silver oxidized corpus, beveled edge. 7% in. 1.25 
Ebony Crucifix, plain edge, 8 in. $1.25 6 in. -90 

Prayer-books 


Golden Book. A complete prayer-book of the Blessed Virgin, 
with Bl. de Montfort’s treatise on “True Devotion to Mary.” Size 
3% x5% in. American Morocco, red edge, $1.25. Imitation leather. 75¢ 


Joy in God. A handy “Vest Pocket Manual.” Small print. 270 
pages. Handbound, black binding, gilt edge, 90¢ 


Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children. A favorite prayer-book 
with boys and girls of all ages. Its 160 pages comprise Mass, Confession 
and Communion devotions, Stations, 8 Visits to the Blessed Sacrament, 
and other prayers, with 28 devotion-inspiring pictures. 

Black pin American seal or white imitation leather, red-under-gold edge, 75 cents. 

Black, white, blue or rose, stiff cloth 50 cts. Flexible cloth, 30 cts. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





Catholic Action 


The stirring call of His Holiness Pius XI! 


The stimulus to loyal Catholic hearts 
to assist him in his great work 
of spreading the Kingdom of Christ on earth! 


Among all the means advocated by our Holy Father in this 
program of Catholic Action is loyalty to the Catholic Press. How 
shall this loyalty be best manifested? By increasing the circu- 
lation of Catholic publications. 


The Coming of Christmas 


Very close to the hearts of our readers during these days is the 
thought of Christmas — the sweet weeks of preparation for the com- 
ing of the Christ Child, with His gifts of peace and love. Christmas 
is the season of giving. Let us make it a season of giving worth while 
gifts to friends and loved ones. Would not an ideal gift be one which 
would combine the 


Christmas Gift ano Catholic Action 


It is very simple —a subscription for TABERNACLE AND PUR- 
GATORY is the solution! Surely, no more inexpensive gift could be 
found! For only $1.00, this inspiring and devotional magazine will 
go to one home every month for a year. At our reduced rate, a three 
year subscription is only $2.00. To Canada and foreign countries, the 
rate is $1.25 for a year, or $2.50 for three years. 


May we tell you what just a few of our readers think of 


Tabernacle and Purgatory? 


From Cambridge, Mass., an enthusiastic reader writes: “I am a regular 
reader of Tabernacle and Purgatory and always arise from reading it with 
renewed faith and a firmer determination to serve God better. It is certainly 
an important contribution to Catholic Action in this country, and should be 
in every Catholic home.” 


A new reader from Canada writes: ‘I would like to tell you what joy 
and comfort I get from the wonderful book Tabernacle and Purgatory. I 
don’t know who paid my subscription, but whoever it was I thank them, 
for I never knew that a book could give so much comfort. It is better than 
a friend, because a friend will leave you, but this wonderful book one has always 
with them.” 


Let us be zealous in answering the call for Catholic Action! 
Let us be truly Catholic in the choice of gifts at Christmas! Let 
us give joy, inspiration and spiritual strength to countless souls. 
Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 











